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"Tliat inos' beautiful ! .u ' ' word! Then comes
Madame Chnlloucr to represent Lis Convononces
what yon call Mrs. driindy." Ho bowed politely to
tho reverend lmly's ieniciilativt'. " 'Whom do tliey
know, my friend ' 1 cry. 'It is importance that t
shall know them at once. Whom do they know,
whom, too, I know ?' 'Ah,' ay (irnsgenn, 'there is
le Depute Lopine. and there is the de Mailles of St.
(iennain, and thrie is aNo the Monsiunr Immis, who
is devote to the henntifn .Madame Challoner, with
the hair of mihv.' "

.Mrs. Chalh r stalled nnd turned scarlet. Mr.
l.ooini- - laughed, and sought her hand under cover
of the talile. Dejol continued his narrative, which
lie now addressed exclusively to Yntnudo.

'"Hnl'say I. 'Monsieur Iten.jamiii Loomis good!
excellent! My friend, you havcSavo me! He shall
present me to this wonderful Mademoiselle, who has
with one glance caitured my heatt foiover.' I go to
him I demand. Here I am!"

It was Vohinde. who now stinted and colored, hut
she did not mthi displeased. Her eyes dashed to the
speaker's len-- e. earnest face, and their message wa-

nt least one of iuteiel.
"You will peimil, thcicloic. that 1 pay my, what

vou call ,adcliee' to (he yotin'' lady, cheru Madame .'

Doubtless my g 1 fiieud heie has told o 1 that 1

am ver' well feesed - ye. even a- - j our fortunes in
America are counted. Mv father was a chemist, one
of the liit iuvontois of France. I, ton, am nu

I am already (.'core," he proudly thumbed n
little scailet liutton in the lapel of his coat. "My
people are honorable people, and I am myself, 'pas
mnl' 'some hoy.' as you would say in your idiom.
Mademoiselle. ou will pardon my speaking so
how is it you say 'otT the hat ?' Hut 1 cannot help
inv.clf." lie smiled ii'.'ain his magnetic smile.

doited, "and that's going some, as you may
have noticed. And now. my rood Joanne, that you
have (rot your piopo.al off your heart before the
soup roes by it. let's hae dinner.''

With any other ciiartcltu such a beginning woubl
have spelled a restraint. Hut not so with Dejol. To
Mr, t'halloner. the openness of the attack was n
reassuring novelty. Yolande for a moment was
somewhat overpowered, but as her extraordinary
cavalier did not again refer to bis intentions, nud
devoted himself to the task of beiuir entertaining, she
regained her coniposiiio and found herself drawn to
him by the sheer vigor and charm of his personality.
Dejol talked wittily, his odd Use of slain phrase...
laborioii.ly acquired, va. amusing, and his total lack
of vanity left him free to laugh at himself with unaf-
fected heartiness. Dinner over, he summarily took
chame of the party.

"My automobile is waitiiur." he niiuounced. "It
is now my evening. We will run out to Fughcin.
We will see the firework and look at the fools who
play baccarat Imn!"

The car was a Inure 1'nllman alTair, lavish in every
detail two men on the box, robes of costly furs,
littinirs of ''vermeil" and upholsteiings of old bro-

cade. They sped on cushioned springs, swaying gen-tl- y

where other vehicles tipped and jolted.
Mending devotedly toward the beautiful American,

he continued his intimate chat. What did she like,'
Travel or chateau life? What was her favorite color,
and what the Mower she prefened? And did she
like doirs what kind id' dogs .' Was she fond of
athletics.' And did she like to sit up late?

Mrs. Cballoiier woubl have hioken up the tete-a-tet-

but Cupid had a powerful ally in the big man
with the snapping black eyes and the rumbling voice.
If, a the astute chief of police had slated, he was
"devote to Mine. Clialhiucr" he was certainly doing
everything in his power to live up to the leputatiou.

The i I telle was never separated, yet it resolved
itself iulo two duets, whether they sal sipping chain-pairn- e

on the terraces overlook'uur the little lake of
Knghoin. or stood behind the tense groups of game-sler- s

at the tables. On the return journey they were
nil somewhat silent, a Irille weary.

The iiidomilable Dejol had very (llielly possessed
himself of Yolande's baud. She struggled a mo-

ment, and then relaxed her lingers to his palm.
There was nothing forward even about that forward
action; it was as earnest and open as his handsome
face and kind eyes. Somehow she found the contact
very sweet, very soothing. She reali.ed that she
was tired; that the young Ooth beside her seemed a
tower of streiiirlh and protection. She closed her
eyes with a little sigh of content. When she opened
tlieiii ii train the motor was roUiujr over the pavements
of I'aris. They were ncuring their destination.
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Suddenly she gasped. Her glance had fallen upon

an immense poster sign, illuminated by a row of electric
bulbs. An advertisement that placaided France from
end to end, as familiar as the (Sold Dust Twins, or
Phoebe Snow of her home advertising. It featured
the lower half id' a man's face, a bearded face with
smiling lips that disclosed glistening and perfect teeth
in a cordial smile, and beside it, in huge let lei's,
"I'omhe Dentifrice lUjnl!"

The sight electrilled Yolande. She sat up abruptly.
"Dejol!" she cried, "hook! Of course it was the

poster we recognized. Oh!" The oh! was a cry of
consternation, lint Dejol did not so interpret it.

"Yes," he said jilccfiilly. "As you see. one of my
father's chemical discoveries, Hut the Tonique Cupi-Inir- e

Dejol is all my own !"
"I I old you we both manufactured powder." Loomis

hastened to say.
There was an ominous silence in the little palace on

wheels.
"What is wrong? What is the matter?" Dejol

with naive distress as the car drew up in front
of the hotel entrance. "Have 1 olTend .'"

"Nonsense!" exilaimed Loomis, grasping (he situa- -

He produced an illuminated parchment, in
the semblance of a tree

lion. "I jruess Miss Yolande doesn't like to think of
your face plastered all over Paris. It does make it
sort of common, I suppose."

"Oh," their host beamed. "Is that it ? Of course!
I understand! You see," he added pathetically. "I
have no what you call 'women folks' in your idiom

whose feelinir I must consider: but that will be all
right in the morniti.tr, you shall see lion soir; nnd a
thousand thanks for your kind company." Menja-uii- u

Loomis turned an anxious inquiring glance on the
little ehaporone. clearly he was calling for help. His
despairing S. 0. S. received no comforting reply
her face was enigmatic he sighed ho had hoped

just a little hope that Mrs. t'halloner was relent-iu.t- r.

With Dejol he sadly went out into the niirht, as the
Indies entered and disappeared in the elevator. In
the salon id' their suite the two women faced each
other.

"Tooth powder!" gasped Mrs. t'halloner. "Whoever
would have thought! Of course, your mother, my
dear, won't care for you to keep up the acquaintance."

"Hair tonic!" added Yolande in a tragic whisper.
"Hut, oh, I do like him," she murmured under her
breath.

.Morning brought a liujro basket of American
Mcaulies, and noon deposited at Yolande's shrine a
miniature Pomeranian puppy with a gold collar. An
avalanche of flowers for Mrs. Challoner bore a nolo in
the impressive scrawl of ltenjaniiu Loomis:

Sow, thin' I hiijiiilr over tooth powder; it's inod
powder. Let the Imi have n chance He's a
ijomI Imn 'and, uni I'm not htul myself
think it over.

Luncheon fiine and the limousine brought Dejol,
clean shaven!

"Ha," he cried, showing all the well-know- impec-
cable teeth in a happy smile, "you see, now I am not
known by ze powder no more. You like me so?"
And they did like him. Cleaueiit lips nud strong,
well-se- t jaws (rave him an aristocratic air that had
been wanting before.

"I have been flunking," he plunged at once into
the subject next his heart. " 'the night,' as your say-
ing pies, 'carries the consul.' Is it not so? I havvj
thuiurht perhaps the tooth paste will trouble Made-
moiselle's mother. Well, that will be all right I

fix. Dejol is rood for dentifrice, but it is no nam"
lor Mademoiselle Yolande - Parfailmeiit ! ami
you will want ancestors. It is always so in the coun-
try democratic. That was what make Napoleon pop-
ular he make washwomen diiehes.es. he make the
gamin Marechals of Franco, all rijrht. I have ances-
tors tomorrow.''

In vain Mis. Challoner summoned her dignity, in
vaui shestiove to explain that "they leally must not."
Dejol was no moie to he withstood than a delightful,
friendly voting tornado. While I hey declined his
invitations and refused bis prolVcied plans. lie
whisked them off to ('haul illy, ami the races; they
must, there were no "huts" about it. His horse was
running, and he could have no possible chance of
winning unless Mademoiselle saw" him.

Forgotten was the fatal dentifrice. Who could
think of such humble necessities in the face of Croe-
sus Antiuoiis.' The hisr car brouirbt them whirling
to the course, through the lovely forest roads, with
enchant iu' frliinpses of the white chateau seated by
its murmurii)-.- ' water-way- s, past the hidden sorcery
of that fairy place. "La mansion de Sylvie," on
to the rrcen swaul of the Uace Track, where it came
to a stop in the club enclosure.

Yolande was in a da.e of happiness. It seemed
to her that she had always known her wonderful
(loth; had been his si.ler in play, before he had be-

come her lover. They talked incessantly, selfishly,
personally, as lovers talk.

Mrs. Challoner, in spite of the wrath to come, was
hypnotized into acquiescence. The friendly tornado
had whirled her, too, oil her feet. She was pddily
enreerinjr through a world of luxury nud laughter.

"That is my horse," Dejol exclaimed suddenly, as
a big pildon chestnut was led from the paddock.
He is just the color of my ('apt'laire hair returner

so I named him Toninnc. He will win, now you
Mademoiselle are here you shall see. For you he
will pi like, what you call, the slippery lip'ituiiip"

"Toniiiie!" The word brouuht (he Chaperoue
back to earth with a jolt. Hut Yolande was beyond
such triv ialities. She would have quailed the toiiique
as Olympian nectar, and puffed her face with the
dentifrice. She had become as unconscious of ineon-puitie- s

as Dejol himself.
"Tonique," she repeated, "what a beautiful, what a

wonderful creature! I lovu him!"
"He is yours, Mademoiselle!'' he cried rapturously.

"Oh, it is a ploasiuo to give you that which you like.
And may I call you Yolande For I raided to your
father last night, thai I would beg your hand "

"Oh. goodness gracious!" exclaimed Mrs. Chal-
loner, "Yolande! -- what ir7 your father say!"

YOLANDK paled and hesitated. Kvidently she
say something, but could not.' She

turned frightened, protesting eyes on Dejol,
"Don't you flunk," she ventured, "you are lather
taking things for granted.'''
"Mais oiii!" he exclaimed. "Oh, know. You

will say 'No!' twice like that 'NO!' .'NO!' Then
I shall threaten to go away, to enlist, to hunt
lions or something and you will call me back and
say 'Yes.' Hut why waste all the time? I am
furious with all the years 1 have not known you!"

Mrs. Challoner intervened. "If you please." she
said icily, "until Mr. Fulsome authorizes your ad-
vances, will you kindly speak of other subjects. I
confess I am nniacd. You nie audacious, Mon-
sieur Dejol."

He was humbled.
"A thousand pardons!" he cried. "I offend I

am sorry I am abject. It is because I am me,
that I am Mr. Loomis will tell you. I am not a
ladies' man. I am a hard-workin- g inventor, lnann-fncluro- r.

1 do not take many things to hoarl, but
when "

"Well," the chaperone interrupted, "you will
please not take Miss Fulsome to your heart until you
are given permission hut what ii all the cheering
about!"

Dejol jumped. "Mon Dion! It is the race!
I had forgol. Mon Dieu! whal is that? Ah,

nh, a ! Toninuc! (Continued un page 251)


